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I know what I've said to these people, and they're my
letters, not Dersingham's. Help me to put them into
their envelopes and bring some stamps, then we've done.
That's the way. A good job of work, that, Miss Matfield.
I'm much obliged. Most girls would have kicked up a
fuss and then done the work dam' badly just to show
their independence. What time is it? Would you
believe it?—nearly eight! I thought I was hungry."
Miss Matfield had given a little cry of dismay.
"Hello, what's the matter with you?"
"I'd no idea it was so late, though I feel terribly
hungry, too. Dinner will be over at the Club when I get
back there now, though I suppose I shall be in time to
get something."
"You're hungry, too, are you? What did you have
for lunch?"
"I never had much lunch, you see," said Miss Mat-
field. "I had an egg and a roll and butter and a cup of
coffee."
"And then you had a cup of tea and a biscuit, and
now it's nearly eight and you feel hungry and you think
if you run all the way back to your Club they'll give you
a bite of something there-that's it, isn't it? Well, that's
no good at all That's the way you girls do yourselves
in. You don't feed. It's all wrong. If you don't have
at least one thumping big meal a day in this town at this
time o' the year, you might as well send for the doctor
at once and have done with it. Now, Miss Matfield,"
and he rose and put a hand on her shoulder, "you're not
one of those half-starved wizened little monkeys of
creatures that pass for girls nowadays; you're a fine up-
standing girl, a real woman; and you can't play those
tricks with yourself. Now listen—you're coming to feed

